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So nor Achilles* chase could reach the flight of Hector's pace>
Nor Hector's flight enlarge itself of swift Achilles' chase.
But how chanced this ?    How, all this time, could Hector

bear the knees

Of fierce Achilles with his own, and keep off destinies,
If Phoebus, for his last and best, through all that course had failed
To add his succours to his nerves, and, as his foe assailed,
Near and within him, fed his 'scape ?    Achilles jet well knew
His knees would fetch him, and gave signs to some friends,

making show

Of shooting at him, to forbear, lest they detracted so
From his full glory in first wounds, and in the overthrow    -
Make his hand last.    But when they reached the fourth time

the two founts,
Then Jove his golden scales weighed up, and took the last

accounts

Of Fate for Hector ; putting in for him and Peleus* son
Two fates of bitter death, of which high heaven received the one,
The other hell ; so low declined the light of Hector's life.
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From The Odyssey Book XI, 1616
Spirits in Hades
I saw likewise stand,
Up to the chin, amidst a liquid lake,
Tormented Tantalus, yet could not slake
His burning thirst.    Oft as his scornful cup
Th' old man would taste, so oft twas swallowM up,
And all the black earth to his feet descried;
Divine power (plaguing him) the lake still dried.
About his head, on high trees clustering, hung,
Pears, apples, granates, olives ever-young,
Delicious figs, and many fruit-trees more
Of other burthen; whose alluring store
When th* old soul striv'd to pluck, the winds from sigfat,
In gloomy vapours, made them vanish quite.
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